0 N | * | . = a - 


. 


Sl. 4 
, \ ——. . 
„1 | | 
.% 


Oo ME DICH AN. 


- 
* 1 n 


1 


* 
— 
OO 
* 
> 4 by a 
©4028, 4% 
RAS au: + 


. G AVIN TURN B UL L., | 


: 
4 


74 4 


3 


bw 
0 . 1 


PRE VENTED, by many concurring circum | 
Stances, from purcuing the liberal plan of education 
1 had once the progpect of accomplishing ; J have 
not the vanity to imagine the following pieces finich- 
ed with that accuracy that will Stand the test of 
rigid criticism therefore, to the ini pection of the 
lovers of poesy, as it flows epontaneous from the - 
mind, unadorned by rules of art, I rubmit there 
Juvenile bene Tha candid centure or . £ 


probation will ever oblige, 
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Now Summer with a gu) look, 
Already hath the plains forsook 

Aud Ceres, with a graver tons. 
Niffuses wealth in ev'ry place. 
hearful along the yellow land. 

he farmer views the reaper band; 
\nd as he Slowly Stalks behind, 


Or stoops the new-cut sheaves to bind, 


In rustic phrase inspires the crew, 
he labour jocund to pursue; 90 
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V hile ev'ry youth delighted moves, 
o ease the ruddy maid he loves, 


AUTUMNAL ODE. 
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POEMS. 
Whilst thus in ev'ry valley round, | W 


Industry's voice I hear resound, . In 
And frequent guns with thund'ring noise, Be 
Proclaim the jovial spor tsman's joys; Ti 

Let me across the glassy brook 

Extend the line and baited hook, 

And from their element, the flood, T 
Delude the crimson spotted brood; Fe 
Or the rude rocky cliff ascend, * 
Ober which the hazel bushes bend, S; 
| Where nuts embrown'd suspended high, I 
1 In tempting clusters catch the eye; | EY: 9 
. Or tracing up the hermit ril, by 
5 Ascend the summit of the kill, y 0 
. : Where far around on either side 8 11 
ii The landscape stretches fair and wide. : | 
Though lovely this autumnal scene, \ 
. a 


Of yellow fields and vallies green; 
The varigated show J find, | 8 
With melancholy clouds my mind; dite 
To me the fading woods display ue! 
A prospect of the year's decay; 
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Where o'er the streams the branches bend, 5 
In frequent show'rs the leaves descen dg. 
Beauty, dejected yields the plain | 
To sullen winter's dreary reign 
Then come, my philosophic friend, © 
Thy wise advice and counsel lend ; | 
For now the $eagon draws us hence, 
Where scicnce doth her stores dispense. 
Say, whether had we best engage, 
To trace the Poets charming page? 
or, with sage Plato, seek to scan 
I Whence flows th' immortal part of man? 
Or with the mighty Newton soar, 
Thy wonders, Nature, to explore? 
What &er the task to which we bend, 
May virtue all our steps attend, | A 
That, when life's fleeting summer's gone, 
The harvest may be all our own. 
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TO A 
PANTOMIMICAL, PIECE.” 
CALLED * 


THE EMBAKATION. 
Performed in the Royal Circus, 1793. 


8 INCE the creation many a mournful scene, ne 
And fatal tragedy has acted been ; | 
Though oft the warhke states of Rome and Greece 


Have witness'd many a horrid bloody piece; 


Though tyrants bled, and slaves by them were free'd, | 


They never equall'd France's regicide; 
An act which men unborn shall trembling hear, 
And draw from hardest hearts soft pity's tear 


Though war we dread, who can unpleas'd survey 
All Europe rushing for ward to the fray ? | 
To meet the hell · inspired murd'ring train, 
And offer sacrifices to the slain; 
To plunge in Gallic blood th' avenging blade, 
And lay the wrath of Louis“ injur'd shade. 


* 


Britantia's Genius, to whose hand is given 
The first and noblest attributes of heav'n; 
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Rous'd by the trumpet and the warlike drum, 


0 "| POEMS. N e 9 9 $ 
Justice and Mercy, calls her sons to arms, | 4” B+. 6 . $48 
To arbitrate, and rectify those harms. t 


Spontaneous at the call her heroes che: : 

The sprightly yourhs, whose downy chins presape 
Their forward courage riper than their age, 
Renounce their weeping mother's tender care, | 
Eager the glories of the cause to share; 

The brawny peasant leaves his plow and spade, 
And quits his labour for a nobler trade 
The smart mechanic throws his tools aside, A 
And bears the musket with becoming pride ; 
Whilst, those whose fortunes more indulgent breed 


In ease and clegance, our nen lead. 


Fair dawns the day, amen are de piles, | 
The hardy seamen hoist the swelling sails; 
And thousands crowd on Belgia's level strand 
To see the flow'r of Britain's army land; 
Rejoicing that their foes shall quickly yield 


When York's brave Duke advances to the 1 op 


_ 


The Muse anticipates hs 3 times, 


When France shall with aborrence view her crimes 3 3 


10 5 . 0 ® M:S. 
When Peace and Reason shall resume their I cign, =_ 
And Liberty an equal right maintain | 
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When Justice shall avenge a Monarch's wrongs, 


And teach the duty chat to Kings belongs! 


ee 
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GENTLE SHEPHERD. 
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© IRS, I'm a Ghaist !—but dinna fear me, 


I'm Ramsay's Ghaist ay, now yell bear me; 


Frae sweet Ely sium's bonny bow'rs, 
Where Poets pass ther blissfu? hours, 


I come, and dinna scorn to tell, 
Only to justify myseP. 


When Death, that camsheugh carl, had fell'd me, 
And first Elysian fouk beheld me, 


My auld blue bonnet on my head, 

And hamely Caledonian weed ; | 
They cry'd, © preserve's ! what's yon droll body, 85 I 
That gangs just like a niddy noddy ? n 


ID 


„ Hanes "OO 
»Tis some bit poor auld Scottish e (frog Hi 
% Na faith?” quo“ Hermes, © he's a Bard, 
Sic as the deel a* mae ye'll find, | 
And ane of the Dramatic kind. <1 
Syne he pronounc'd aloud my name, „ud. GED 


A current passport for n / 4269 42-88 e 


Then I shook hands nit 1 "as 18171 Ua 
And twa-three mae, wham much we pride it in; 
As Irish Ben *, and Warwick Willy f, 
Wha's, by my saul, a matchless Billy; | 
And poor Tam Oatway, wha' could bla, \ 6 
The sweetest whistle of them a:; ] ðV 
And a' that had a spunk of grace 
Gied me kind welcome to the place; 
But ane, wha look'd as if I stunk, 
The chiel was either daft or drunk, 
And though he had but little gumption, 
Twas mair than balanc'd by presumption * AY 


Said, in a kind of leering way, 1 81 
« Friend ! sure ye never read a play ; 2% 5% 1 OY ae 
Or if ye had, 'tis plain enough, Tit $0 WE 
Ye ne'er could fancy sic damn'd Stuff, 

| Ben Johniton., + Shakespear. 3 
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14A Scottish Shepherds“ uncouth rhym s,, 
| Could grace the stage and ä cn 4 2 * 


Guidman, quoth I, whate'er's your name 
I dinna ken, bur never blame 


Things as far past your comprehensian, | 


As is the vera Piece ye mention; ( 
Alg though ye may think 1 
1 II wager you a sterling groat, 2 KAT, 
Or, what a Poet values mair, 


This wreath that 1 hae round my hair, ; T] 
Against that wither'd twig of thine, 
I'll get applause for ilka line! rey = de 


Now, Sirs, I sweat wi very fright, 


| Lest ye should hiss my play this night; | 

| For Actors are grown sae refin'd, _ pl At 
| [ They never speak it to my mind; 15 
; | | Sae if the Piece its beauty tine, By 
| ll Ye canna Say the wyte was mine : 

| Yet, O! be sparing for my sake, ” 


For if ye hiss, I lose my tate“ 


PASTORAL BALLAD. 


O MYRA! attend to the ley 
Which Cory don sings in the shade, 


To pass the dull moments away, 
The Muses are Corydon's aid: 


They teach him to play on the reed; , 
Mauch wealth he can never obtain, 

Yet, careless of that, he can feed 
His flocks, and the trifle disdain. 


| II. 

At the bottom of yonder green hi hill, 
Mongst Woodlands 80 charming and -weet, 

By the side of a murmuring rill 
Stands Cory don's rural retreat: 

No pompous appearance or shew | 
This lowly retirement can boast; 15 — 3 £1 


To nature its beauties IW m 7 0g 


And nature delights me the most. 
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The landscape is lovely around, 5 
The riv'lets glide gently along, | WI 
Atund to the musicai sound 1 
Of the wood · lark and nightingale's song: 
The bleating of sheep from the hill, 
The huming of bees from their cell, vo 
Amuse me with melody stin, ie bag ] 
Such melody nought can excel. If 
IV. | - 
Sweet peace and simplicity joind, | Be 


Preside o'er the cottage alone ; | | 
The thoughts that we have in our mind, Tl 
| Compar'd with our actions, are one : 

The smile that is form'd to ensnare, 
Leet the belles of the city approve ; 
Of such, Oh! dear Myra, beware, 
Nor think them the language of love. 


|| Contentment attends me all day, 
A nymph unrepining and free, 
Who lodges with-none but the gay ; +» ed 
She smiles on my labours and m. 


— 
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Be grateful, my charmer, and smile, 
A tribute that's due to thy swain, 

Who war can be | 1 
If Myra his passion disdain. 1 1 N 

— 
; PAR T I. 

You'll say that you doubt if I love; 
From whence can such fancies arise? - 

If words are too languid to prove, 1 6 
*Tis seen in the glance of mine eyes. 

Belic ve me, thou charmer divine, 
These vallies can witness my pain, 

The streams join their murmurs with mine, 
And the echoes have learn'd to complain. 


IT. 


1 walk by the whispering grove, 
Where the zephyrs sound soft * the by; 


Þ moura with the amorous dove, 

And join the sweet nightingale's lay: 
hese sounds are so pensively sweet, 
That mir th seems unpleasant to me; 
d leave the fond thought with regret 
Of indulging a passion for thee. 


1 . POEMuS 
n 
J lie by the verge of the stream, 
Whose murmurs oft lull me to rest; 
I court the kind flattering dream 


To lay me supine on thy breast: 


I wake and I old thee in vain, 


The shade is too subtile to keep; 


I foolishly doat on my pain, 


And find it a pleasure to weep, _ - 


| * 
The beauties that wait on the spring, 


The flow'r and the fair budding tre; 


The joys that the summer can bring, 
Are tasteless when absent from thee: 
The warblers that sing from the grove, 
In vain doth their melody flow ; 
But when with the maid that J love, 
| 'Tis enchantment wherever I go. 
v. 
J covet not jewels nor gold; 


Tube rich I unenvied can see; 
No treasure on earth F behold, 
No jewel so precious as thee, 


 * 
+4 


Le 


n © wo 
With me to my cottage retire, | 5 bod 
. Unburden'd with treasure or wealth; 
Let love all our pleasures inspire, 


And live in contentinent and health. 
P ; l > X 


THE COTTAGE. 


WI THIN the windings of a woody dale, 


Beside a burnie on a bonny green, 
Where raws of whit'ning hawthorns scent the gale, 
A wee bit canty thacket house is seen; | 
Fu? snug it stands frae angry winds I ween ; 


Around the stacks in rising cones appear, 
W hich shaw the owner thrifty is and bien ; 


Nae pride has he nor heaps of worthless gear, 


But routh of country fare the winter days to cheer. 


I I .* | 
Here stands the barn that hoards the ripen'd grain, 


With lowly roof of strae and divets made; 
Where aft the farmer wheels with might and main 
The whirling flail and nae ignoble trade ! 
6 C 2 


or. 


Auf there the milk. house, where the dairy- maid 
Aft skims the boyens, and presses out the whey ; z, 
And here a place, where carts and ploughs are laid, 
And there the stable for the horse and kye, 


And here ahen- house stands, and there the grumphies' sty. 


III. 


Into the ha'.- house if ye chance to keek, 
Yell tent the ingle blinking bonnilie ; 
The crazy rafters painted o'er wi' reek, 
A twa-arm'd chair within the neuk ye']] see, 
Where af: the guidman leans wr meikle glee, 
And smoaks his pipe, and tells his pawky tale : 
An antique am'rie made of aiken tree ; 


With caps and luggies rang'd upon a dale, 


And meikle toop-horn spoons, and plates to had the kail. 


IV. | 
Ben i' the spence, for parlour hae they nane, 


The wa's are brawly whiten'd o'er wi' lime; 
A polislod chimla and a clean hearth-stane, | 

A keeking plass, a clock to met the time ; 
A curtain'd bed, and eke, a cupboard prime: 
The house contains nae mair fligairy things , 
For luxury is sure an unco crime: 


Vet frae this little wealth contentment springs, 


And through the roof the voice of discord never rings. 


Ye 


Bi 
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Ye, who in lordly halls and bow'rs abide; 
And at who's nod obsequious menials bend, 
May boast your gay attire and gilded pride, 1 
And rant and roar, and many thousands cpend: 3 
Bat cou'd your haughty minds once condescend | | 


To leave a while the formblas of state, 
Ye'd see sweet FR and happiness attend 
The humble At) and at an easy rate, 


More real joy and bless the simple SWains await, 


EpISTLE. 


nenen ro FIDELIA. 
2 . 1 5 

STRETC HD on a bed, where — 1 be, 
No pity ing friend, no kind companion nig; 
Not joy'd, but thankful for the morning light, 
These melancholy lines to thee I write; 
Only to tell the torments I endure, 
I hope for pity, but expect no cure: _ 
Ah, wretched thought! beyond relief I xe 
Thee, charming maid, lost to thyself and me. Ao 


POEMS 
Since last we parted, many a joylcss day 
And dreary night has slowly crept away: 
Time with the happy, flies: with furious speed, 
But lamely crawls with wretchedness indeed! 
Each night denied the blessing of repose, 
And morning rais'd me to Succeeding woes; 
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Yet still a ray of hope would intervere, 
Y And faintly cheer the melancholy scene; 
But rob'd of that sweet soother of my care, 
What now remains for me but wild despair ! 


As once, worn out with never-ending grief, 
Unwonted slumber brought its kind relief ; 
Fair to my morbid fancy was display'd 
The form of thee, all sweetly pensive laid 
Within a frowning husband's eager arms; 
The undeserving master of thy charms. 
Amaz'd I stood, and fix'd on both my eyes, 
And thou, as eager gaz'd in strong surprize; 
Attempting oft, methought, my sight to shun, 


Not many days elaps'd, when, oh dire tale! 
These heavy accents did my ears assall ; 
That thou, to one thou ever didst despise, 
For wealth had yielded bp thyeslf a prize ! - 


Too conscious of the wrong that thou hadst done. 


En ©, 00 
If thou Fidelia, ever felt for me | | 
The tender flame I've cherish'd Still for thee, 5 : 1 
Then mayst thou know what paxsions tore.my breast, . 

When these unwelcome ridings. were express'd ;__ 
Twixt love and rage the dire contention hung, = 
Strength left my limbs, and speech farsook my ange ; 
My soul with anguiſh torn—resentment gone 15 2 
I find relief i in sorrow's drops: alone. BTL te 


Lf all the -woes that wretched man befal, 
SP disappointment is the worst of al 


Time's lenient hand may other griefs remove, 
Bur never cure the wounds of hope less love. 

Not all that fell ambition e' er ador*d— | 

Not all the wealth that Indian mines affords. * 

Not all the grandeur-of an eastern throne, © - 

Could for the loss of thee, dear maid, atone. 


Where'now are all the prospects fancy drew, 

When smiling hope on wings seraphic flew? 
The hours of transport, years of true delight, 
The joyous day and more enchanting night, 
That should my triumph and my wishes crown, 
When I could call Fidelia all my own ? 

Our time in mutual transport.to employ, | | 
And live but to encrease each other's joy z es.” 
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To chace from thy fair brow the clouds ot care, 
: Thy griefs to banish, and thy pleasures bare, ; 
To See like flow'rs a blooming offspring rise, 

T he cate and comfort of our aged eyes! 
But ab, vain hope! why didst thou thus bett ay, 
Why didst thou lead my simple heart astray ? ? 
So oft deluded by thy hony*d tongue, 
No more I'll listen to thy syren song! a 
Of ev'ry false delusion hence beware, 
And fall a willing victim to despair. 

Sweet maid, farewell and all delight adieu! 
A wretch foriorn life's jouruey I' pursue; 
Pleasure in vain her gilded baits shall throws: 

To lure me from my lethargy of woe. 
But O may ev'ry happiness attend 
My lov'd Fidelia, ouce my faithful friend! 


Though fortune and stern fate's supreme decren 


Vet reluctantly, hath snatch'd thee from me; 
So long as life shall warm this wretched frame, 


My love shall unimpaird remain the same! 


And when remembrance chall past scenes renew, 


And bring departed happiness to view; 
For thee, alone, the silent tears shall flow, 


And joy shall mingle with the drops of woe. 


- 


IT 


PRides day and night, but makes no speed; 


And councils, as old Athens? wise, 


JAs, police guards to take up rogues, 


POEMS. 
THE LAST SPEECH. | 
A SATIRE. 


, —  — 
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AZGUMENT.. 
[ In the month of June 1792, an uncommon rumour was 
spread around Edinburgh, of Mad Dogs. and of people 
being bit by them—A reward of one chilling for the 


head of every dog that was killed, was offered; 
tempted by which, many idle and cruel people took. 


upon them the trade of Dog g killing, .—Influenced by 
the example of the magistrates of the metropolis, 
the same measures were adopted by many of the in- 
ferior towns in Scotland, and many ' thodsands of 
these faithful animals suffered, though innocent, and 
far from the contagion, if any such was then in exist- 
ence. We shall suppose one of them at the place of 
execution, pleading his owu cause, and enveighing 
against his persecutors. ] 


« Dogs Bark Satire,” Paton, 


Wurnz Nausau# on a gallant Steed | 


Where Glasgow merchants, rich as Jews, 


Resort to hear and tell the news; 
Thousands of mighty schemes devise, / 


And laws enact for hanging dogs; — 155 
* The Statue * K. my V lian, 3 


3 POEMS. 
Upon the rail that guards the King, | 
Poor Colly, fasten'd in a string, 
Sans jury, doom'd to suffer death, 
Thus utter'd, with his latest breath— 
“% What have ] done that I chovld die ? 
If I muſt swing pray tell me why? 
Did l &er bite, or rob, or kill, 

Or blood of innocence eber „ 
Or did I &er oppress the poor, 

Or drive the beggar from the door? 


Or break the trust I ought to keep, 
Or kill the hens, or worry sheep? 
If Pve done these, then let me die! 


If not, this cursed noose untie. 


Although I never was a mad dog, 
I must confess I've been a sad dog! 
And such a wanton canine rover 
Lives not *tween John O*Grots? and Dover! 
But were men hang'd for such a thing, 
The gravext of you all would swing. 


- Jets ere I die, let me endeavour, 


To do mankind one Signal favour ; . 


Th 
Ow 
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For, as by instinct, ?tis confest, b ag ann 
One brute should know another best, . „ oe 
l' point out with exactest care | 

Tae ops. of whom 12 en beware —- 


For these blood - hounds, who 5g me bub, 
Well I may call each of them brother 
They're worse than dogs, for I can say | 
My master I did neer betre —_ 9144. 
But they, for sake of one poor shilling, : | 
Leave off their work for Colly killing: 
And did the law like Sanction give, 
Their fellow .mortals to bereave 
Of life—deny ir if you can— 
For six- pence more they'd kill a man! 
Not far from hence a kenne stands, a N / root 
Where scent · dogs gather oft in bands; 
Mischief their trade, and night and daß 
They watch incessant for their prey; 
Swift are their legs, aud soon their snout 
5 Can smell the hapless Debtor out: 


* 2 * Tor Council: Chanber: | 
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Come not their magic paws within, 
But shun each dog with Scarlet in. 


Tue oldest canus of our race, : 
Not far from hence maintains a place; 


For since the Heath'nish system's o'er, 
And Tartarus is known uo more, 

This Cerberus was sent to earth, 
And here obtain'd a jailor's birtb: 
But somewhat diff rent in his mode; 
For, none e' er saw hell's grim abode, 
Til he his triple jaws did ope, 

And each was silenc'd with a sop; 

Bur here, the case is alter'd quite, 
You enter without sop or bite 

His hell on earth ;—but this neꝰ er doubt, 


By heav'n ! you'll pay ere you get out. 


Another set there is, though tied up, 


Who puff d with wealth and lordly pride up, 


Ike rev'rend signiors walk the street, 
And curl their nose at all they ryeet 
And when they issue forth their will, 


It valid stands, or good, or ill : 


Bu 
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But none would for an hundred dollars, - 
Attack those dogs with golden collars. * 


As men, before their dissolution, 
Are us'd to make a distribution 
Of all their goods and gear, so 1 
With this old fashion'd form comply: 
And as my wealth, nay never doubt me, 
Is only what I have about me; 
W hich, that my *foresaid brethren may get, 
The following articles I legate :— 
First, to my murd'rers I bequeath 
My curish nature and my teeth. 
Next, to the kennel, what was mine 
Of scent and swiftness 1 resign. 
Item, to Cerb'rus, that fell Grecian, ; 
I leave my greedy disposition. + (72 
But to the ast, what shall I grant? 1 
It must be something that they want 
My tongue —no— that can never be — 
I'll leave them my Jagacity. 


And now—but ah! I plead in vain! 
Nought can your cruelty restrain; 
A mark of civic authority. 


a8 POEMS; 


vince, I for majesterial fury, | 
Must suffer without judge or jury.” 


. | 


. PASTORAL ELEGY, 


ON THE 
| 


DEATH OF Mz ROBERT FERGUSSON. 


Wavy hangs on yon willow the lyre, 
Which erst by the Muzes was strung? 


To which, what themselves did inspire, 

| Sweet notes were by F ergusson sung: 

Why droops the blyth lark in her nest? 
Ye lambkins, why bleat ye so sore ? | 

Ye shepherds, why are ye disiress'd ? 


Alas ! the sweet Bard is no more ! 


II. 
On Fortha's green banks, where the swain 
First carroll'd his pastoral song, 
The Naiades, dejected, complain , 


As they glide the sad vallies along. 


. POEMS 
The wind that. howls over the heath 
Bids the woods the disaster deplore ; 


And the groct9es, responsive beneath, 
Repeat, „the sweet Bard is no more!” 


| 1. 
Ihe Genius of Scotia was glad, | 
Though her Ramsay was laid in the ground, | 
When she smil'd on the heav*'n-favour'd lad, 
Who once more should her beauties resound : 
Now, reclin'd o'er the rude rocky steep 
Where the billows hoarse murmuring roar, 
Her tears falling fast to the deep, | 
She laments that the Bard is no more ! 


IV. 


Though wealth never dwelt in Ins cot, 
Though grandeur was never his care, 
The little that fell to his lot, 
With his friends he conld willingly Share. 
Mirth still at his banquet was found, 
He delighted each guest wich his lore 2 
Who, now pensive sit weeping around, 
And lament that the Bard is no more ! | 


3⁰ „ „ nl 
| | V. 
Arise, his companions so true, 


And wipe from your eyes the sad tear; 


1 | - With garlands , death · loving yew 


Adorn our young Fergusson's bier: 
Behold! where he joins a bright throng, 

The honey-tongu'd Poets of yore, | 
And his name shall remain in the song, 


Though the Bard, the sweet Bard, is no more! 


THE CLUBS. 
A SATIRE. 

Now jowing bells, with solemn croon, 
Proclaim another day is done, | 

And fowk wha due decorum keep, 
Forget their cares in silent sleep; 

While jovial sauls that fear nae ill, 

Keep up the noise and riot still. 

Loud rings the tavern but and ben, 
With men turn'd sots, and sots turn'd men. 
Here, may we see a drunken core, 

That can do nought but sing and roar ; | 
Ane, ocean fu? of nappy liquor, 


Lilts at auld Moses and the Vicar ; 


* 
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A fat guidman, at the board head, 
Laments John Barlycorn is dead; 


Ane, the maist jovial of the quorum, 


Cries © damn ye! gie me Tullochgorun. ? 


And here, a Counsellor, hum drum, 

Sits sweetly tuning ti, ta, tum!“ 
Tam, wi' the bottom of a cap 

Comes o'er his nose a cursed rap; 

A Bully, snoring at his side, l 
Starts up and swers he'll skelp his hide; 
Oat o'er he reels, and in his fa, 

Breaks table, glasses, bowls an“ a! 


Another room a group contains 
Of busy, cloud'environ'd brains; | 
A set of Politicians, who 
Direct the course of things below : 
All Europe's fate depends on them, 
Baith Indies their attention claim. 
Poor Louis“ cause is fairly try'd, 
With warm debates on either side. 
There twa, whas brows portend a storm, 
Sit busy planning a reform. 
Here ane, his Liege's firmest friend, 
Swears, he'll the goveryment defend. 


* - 
* 
o 
- 


„ pO HUS. 


Another, vows his resolution 


Is, to o'erturn the constitution. d zaun 

A chap, mair noisy than the rest, . ui 
Declares he Iker ihe hat iet, beat? 8 
And swears, by blood, and death, and hell— Ibm 
He kens what he would do himsel“! ! I 
Whilst others, at a less «xpence, —_ 
Are counted miracles of sene; ri 
Important looks, and. shrugs, and hitches, 1 Ab 
Do mair than twenty. learned speeches! Or 
Let those, my friends, delight in noise, „A 
Incapable for social joys; , u 1:48 Ye 
Let these bout politics debate, | Pd 


And regulate both kirk and gtate: 
With us let all disputes be ende.; 


The times by words will ne'er be mended. bs 

My principle, if I dare mention j— M 

4 I'm Sworn a foe to the Convention. M 
r | I'll honour F reedom while J live, "+ 
4 But, such as British laws can give! 5 w 
1 And though not able to defend | | x; 
if" My Liege, my aid I'd freely lend: * 1:38 w 

1 And while Pve breath I'M gladly sing 1 


That loyal song, “ cop save the KING !? 
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To Stn ome! CAMPBELL, 'Baxr: 


4 


81 IR, though I'm not an Antiquarian, 
Pm not a tasteless rude Barbarian, 
Who, without pleasure, can behold 


The venerable works of old ;— 

'Tis true, I would not e my noddte . | 
About a rusty 2 vole ; | 

Oc pay good sterling iu to gather 

A purse of pieces made of leather: 


Yet, when I see things worth attention, 
I'd gladly ply my whole invention. 


When 1 behold your good Claymore, | 
That erst some gallant Chieftam wore, 
O! how imagination fires 5 
My blood, and martial thought inspires! 
My view is retrospective cast, 


I seem to live in ages past, 


When ev'ry sire could see his son 
Enlarge the conquests he had won 3 
When Rome's astonish'd chiefs beheld 


Her legions by our arms repel'd ;- 
J. 3 x 


s:wl 


Wo pOE MS. 
And trembling senate heard afar 
The dire ** of Scortish 1 war ! 


5 =wV 
1 . 


_ Ev'n now, e I see * field 
Where some of your brave race did wield 
This ample blade, and reeking bore 

The point triumphant dy*d in gore. 

I hear the noise of battle bray, 


And all the horrors 'of the fray 
I hear the hissing javlins sing, / 


I hear the brazen helm-ts ring, 

I see the vanquish'd ar mies fly, 

I see the claughter'd v warriors ly ; : 

And Campbells, conqu'ring, bear away 
The spoils and glory of the day ! 


\ 


PROLOGUE. To an OGLIO... 


LEr others tell of Greece and ancient Rome, 0 


Where learning sleeps beneath the wodld ring n | 


Or wander in the fam'd aonian shades, 
To hear the harps of the Harmonious Maids :— 
Those seats, so favour'd by the Nine of yore, 


Can boast their sacred influence no more: 


nee "0M | 
No chearful numbers glad, or hill or pas, 
Where Tyranny and dire oppression rem. 
But, bless'd Britannia! thine's the favour'd Sn. 
To which the · tuneful sisters all retreat. 
They lov'd thy clime, they lov'd thy happy pround, 


And on thy plains a safe asylum found 
Where heav'n - born Liberty's auspicious smile 
Makes arts to flourich through the far fam'd lle! 


Not to the cells where hoary seers retire, 4 A 
Nor where the academic tow'rs aspire; CO OR 
Not only. to the opulent and gay 
Doch Science her unbounded stores display: 
But like a garden, to its utmost bound, 
Fair flow'rs of learning r where are found. 


What tongue can peak or pen can eber 8 "= 
The matchless merits of thy tuneful tribe ! Wo 


Where genius, with politest arts combin'd, RE 
Soften, delight, and elevate the mind. 


—= 


Such universal lessons they afford, 2 
The humble peasant emulates Ifis lord; 3 


Such boundless knowledge through TER reigns, - 
A philosophic School each lowly roof contains, , n 


36 "POEMS. 
Since such the character of British wit, 
A British audience sure is fully fit 
The works of genius justly to approve, | 
| To feel where satire stings, or the soft pabsions move.” 


Permit us then, those beauties to explore, 
And cull from out the unexausted store, ; 
Such precious relicts' of each gentle muse, 

As candour, sense, and elegance would chuse; 


And, with submission to superior taste, 


Offer a sweet poetical repast. 


EPI TAfl. | 
STOP, friends! or Softly tread this 5. * 


And pass, with rey*rence, o'er the sacred bound, 
Where tow in earth the cold remains are laid 

Of Elenor, a wise, and beauteous maid, ' 

Truth flow'd than honey sweeter from bs tongue, 


And list'ning angels prais'd her when she sung. 
Her wit and beauty all the young admir'd, 


And age was with her matchless virtue fir'd. 
Death had for once his mandate disobey'd, 


Unwilling to arrest so sweet a maid ; 


But, judging life unworthy of the care 
Of one 80 fit for Heay'n, he sent hex there. 
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Tn RECRUIT. A Musical 3 = 


As performed at the Theatre, Dumfries, | 


OO Januagy $794 
PERSONS OMAR DRAMAS, 


Mes. 3.730 Women. - 
NEIL, Mrs Turnbull. 
PoLLY, Miss Harley. 


ti 


SAMPSON, Mr Turnbull. 
DRUMMER, Mr O' Neil. 
3 Mr Shaw. 


SCENE 1. Sampson* s House. 
SAMPSON. 
Nou o yer jaw, or by my saul I'll do't— 
This vera day ye'll see me a recruit. 
Think ye Þll leave forever in het water, 
And be dung deaf wi your eternal clatter ! 


Sae close your slav'ring gab, ye senseless taupie, = 
Or damn me! by St Crispian! but PII strap ye. 
NELL. 


Ye'll strap me faith ! it sets you weel to , 

After ye' ve tippl'd a” this blessed week ' 

Wy drunken Pate the smith, and Mungo Bell, 

And other graceless wretches uke yerse— 1 4 
Whilst I, a virtuous wife as e'er was seen, 

Sit spinning by myseP frae morn ' till een; 

And scrape and had thegether a? I can, 

To serve a silly good-fornaething man: 

Gae list, and send ye quickly o'er the sea, 

For day, or night, ye*reanaething worth to me! 


SAMSON. 
There the shoe pinches—- 2 
r 
Hold your senseless tongue ' op wg 


I might hae had a lad baith fair and young, 


* * 
* 3 s 
Ex, s - * 

EF 
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And rich, and good but nae sic luck for me; 


Iich Fd dy'd the day I married thee ! 


SAMPSON, [2 1 


JI] tell ye, Nell, be sparing o yer clatter— 
Ye married me when ye coy/Sdo nae better! 
NERL. 


Nae better troth ! ye ugly, chreeshy ghaist ! 

I'm sure I had an hundred lads amaist : 

Ane o' them dy*d for love o'. me; that's fact; 

The Farmer ran about me till he brake. 

Tam Piper left the country, and the Taylor 

Ran aff to Leith and listed for a sailor. 

And then the Laird 3 

SAMPSON. 

My dear, mak out the sentence 

Made you ascend the black- stool o repentance. 

What! out o' countenance ?— Ay, now ye're catch'd. 
NELL. 5 | 

Well, than, there cou'd nae be twa be better match'd; 

Ye ken fu' weel, guidman, thousands can tell, 

The like good- fortune happen'd to yoursel'! CExit. 

- 1 SAMPSON. | 

Happen'd to me !—Ay, troth iudeed that's true: 

I maun confess she's equal wi” me now. 


$0 NMI. 
YE lads, that are plaugit wi' lasses, 
Had need to be tenty and lie ; 
Or soon ye'l] be guidit like asses, 
If ye be as silly as me. 
I courtet a lassie for siller, 
And she was right saucy and sprie; 
But gin I was buckl'd until her 
The fient a scrap siller had she. 


But ken't ye the way how I gat her, 
'Ye'd say it was cunning o' me: 


xn Acnurr. 


The chiels a gaed-wood io be at herrrq 
Sae cadgie the siller to sees: 
But I gied her something to carry, 
A sure memoraudum to be ³ eee 
And syne she consented to marry, | ; 
And wad hae nae br prion eu non] 
In a doop she began to grow 2 DIET 
The neighbours a' ferlit to see:; > 4 
But I kent the reason fu brawly, 
Wha soon Was a daddy to be. bsi 
And when the black'catry: ni, aro 
Her lads a' leugh hearty at me: C 
But, O! how my courage was bluntir, | 
When fient a Nr $1 iler had he. Exit, 


. 
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SCENE II. The green a A 
. | Enter SERJEANT. PEE” 


d; || Hey ho! this love! this love i is such an ev 
»Tis worse than debt, or drink ,—ay tis the dern: 

it. | Ive try'd to shake it off, but all in vai inn 
Spite of all arts Pve got the fit again. Ro 


SONG H. 


Mr friends, unfeeling] 125 condemn 44. 1116 TIO 
My passion for my Polly 7 T2B 
They mock my zich ind bid me leave 
This am'rous melancholy. ORIEL 
Ah no, no, no, these Sighs alone 
My tender flame discover! 
Ah no, no, no, these sighs alone 
Declare how much I love her! 
e 
The chearful glass, the jovill crew, 
That were my pleasure wholly, Ad 2 
No more can ease this aching heart 9 
That burns for thee, my Polly, 


8 THE RECRurr. 


Ah no, no, no, these sighs alone 
My tender flame discover! 


Ah no, no, no, these sighs alone | W 
Declare how much I love her ! W 
Il. | 

Forbear, unſeeling men, to rail, * 

Fg Nor call my passion folly ; w 


I'd sooner die, than cease to love 


My dear, my charming Polly. 1. 
Ah no, no, no, these sighs alone | *. 
My tender flame discover! 4 F. 

Ah no, no, no, these sighs alone 4 | 
Declare how much I love her! D 
Hit 4 2. A 
| | Enter DRUMMER. H 
Ay, there my noble Serjeant sighing stands, A 

A love- sick swain— i 7 

* SERJEANT. N 
Well, Jack, what's your demands ? « V 
You know, you sent me to enquire about T 
Your girl, and I have found a secret out: H 
You've lost your chance— 8 


SERIEANT. 
Curse on my luckless fate !— 
I wish to see her though, at any rate: 
She lov'd me once I'm sure l'd wed her still, 
If I could but secure her father?s will. 


| DRUMMER. 

His will !--that I'll procure you in a trice, 
Dear Serjeant, if you'll follow my advice. 

You know how many wenches I have trick'd, 

How many country bnmpkins I have nick'd— | 
"I've seen your Polly, aud she loves you yet; H 
Her, with her father's free consent ye'll get; 
But follow my directions 


- 


THE RECRUIT... 1 
SkRIEANT. nd TREES 
Never ſea· 7 26 tt tures. va 
Who's this ?—By all my hopes, it is my dear! I 
What, my sweert-crearure! ever kind arid 8. 
Euter POLL II. & 
Yes, my dear Serjeant, ever $010 oο; . + 
Why did you leave.me-tho%?—At»: Pm SA 
You left your Polly for some other maid : 


Your vows and promises ure false as wind, 5 * 
For you! re to all, as to'your Polly kigd;, 70 
SERJEANT. 


Do stop chat pretty lying tongue a while, ” 
And cheer your faithful — with a omile. Io V2. 294 
How does all friends? does thy dad relent? FN 
And may we Ing for his consent? 
MoLL V. * 100 Fu IT 
No, he relents not ; but what's. that to me 
My heart, my dearest soldier's still with ther. 
My mother rages,” and my father wears, 
They growl like greedy wolves and r 8 bears 
He'll see you shortly; but howe' er it n 
Secure old dad, and then ye're sure of 1 me. 


SONG III. ver. 
Lord ! what care I for he or she! 
Why let them scold and hollo ; 


O' er Ene and dale, by land and wk 8 
My Soldier I will follow. pts fre 

Then come, my Gaurvsk, to wi n 
Pl add the do my roll oo 

And leave for thine all other charms, NT 
1 your dear lad you'll follow. (Exit pulhj. 

H hy Cobble — — your-d 
ere comes the er. Drummer, mind 
DRUMMER, We 


Yes, Serjeant, for the Spe" is love and e 


* 


Pro 


„ © TRERECRUTT, 


Enter SAMPSON. 
Ay, there's the lads that lead the merry lives, 


Free frae hard labour and ill- natur'd wives: 11 
While I, poor devil, darna tak a chapin, * 


But ny unruly spouse is on my tappin. 
PII sell ye her, good Serjeant, if yell tak her, 


And try if ony better ye can mak her. * 


„ SkRIEANT. 
Old boy, I thought you had not need of tellog; 
1 here's better ways to tame a wite than ne. 


SAMSON. 
How, how, dear sir? come tell me that wi? speed; 
Neer ane to learn that lesson had mair need. _1// 
DRUMMER. H 


Listen, old 5 and if you be a man, 
li try to raise your courage, if I can. 


SONG IV. 


THE youth who is handsome, courageous, and wise, 


Will poverty, hardship, and labour despise; 

The spade and the cart, the flail and the piough, 

He'll leave when he hears our row-de-dow-dow ! 
pet 

'The lad wks s in love, and his sweatheart unkind, 

Let him cast all his cares at his back to the wind; 

Nor to a coy mistress contentedly bow, 

But leave her at once for our row-de-dow-dow 1! 15 

III. 

The man who is tied up in wedlock's close noose, 

May quickly get rid of a termagant spouse; 

Let her bellow and scold, the best he can do 

Is, to leave her at once for our row-de-dow-dow ! 


There, my old boy! 
SAMPSON. 


Ay, faith! that sang has merit—— 
DRUMMER, | 
Then leave your wife, if you're a man of spirit. 


A RV Hh PH I Uuy> > =p = = 
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2839 U by T $44 i Ae i " by - 
J had a wife, in sooth a very devil??? Wer 8 


But since I listed sie's been vastly den, its Fs 

And let's me live as happy as 4 prince; — 1 

For faith, old boy, I've never seen het since! 164. 
SERJEANT, | N 118 


DRUMMRʒ K. 
Neer mind, but tet the body, if he is willing't” ©: 
Mind what your Polly said, p ay well your part, 
Yow'l ger the daughter for the father's smart. 1 

"'SERJEANT. TENTS ERIE RIOT 64197 * 
Here, brother Crieplan, will you take a croun? * | 

SAMPSON; 


* 
What mean you, ; Jack? the mate hot worth a. ang 
i Þ 


i | 
* *X% 


I 4hank ye, ir; ve siller of on e (es 8 


PII tell though, yer e a man of h jh er 1 
My wife, I mean to put a trick upon My (7 p54 * 
For as she scalde me wheresoger J gang, ret r en e Yi 
At hame, abroad, alane, or in Woe. W | 
As she's sae thra wart, this Pve done” 
Sworn that this vers day PIHisratid 1 
e SERIEANT. * N. % 5 * a 

Bravely determined!——here*s'rhe yellow . bh 
SAMPSON,” 


I tak it—this will kearm the jade to scold “! oy At 


And now, as I i e 
t 


My hale intention, sir, Without à flaw, 


Sbould Nell reient, and ehe and b agree, = * 
Ye'll tak your goud again nd er me free. 
ter N 

Where is che menster? where's' the _— pk 

S SAMPSON: © + N 

„Tis as 1 tauld ye, Nell, I'm a 1 e 

See there s the yellow . NEE ATE” 9 
Nane o' yer blether, | | r 


Ye auld Any uf, of Toe: leather + t 348] 
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Listed indeed! —goodman no just ae fee tu } 
Loet nae the WITT Fe hevond his last,” 4 „ 


1 See, good. wife, ye 0 unk { m but in jest i i 


But sure as we were kippPd by the Priest, | 
I'm feirly, lied, gud before to-morroy. . , ., ,, 1 


Gaes o'er yer head, ye'll, find it to yer Sorrow. - 


Come, comrades, let us march, | 4 

| „ geo Wi9's NELL, C I 
My ain dear jewel,..;.. oc yt . e 
How cau you, O how can you be sae crue 5 


To leave yer wife and daughter here ww star ve! | EY 


Indeed, good-wife, it's, whats ye, weel deserve 1.7 1 
For, day or n'ght yer tongue if still, 5, 
But yelps just like the clapper o a mill?! 10 
If, in the morning, wi our neibour,, Tam 4 
I gang to Mungo Blue s to get a dram; , 


Scarce can I touch the glass, or lift, the jug 
Till your damn'd voice gaes yelling thro! zpy Jug:—,z C. 


But should I leave the sodꝑers and gay Dame, M 
Will this last bout yer thra ant temper, tame: [. 
| | /NELE-, / AIP H 
Ay, that it wiHk-and, 1 shall FY my life 211 — 1 1 . f. | 

Remain thy loving and, obedient, Wiſ. [„ 
1 „ SAMSON. enen fot 41d ä 
Weel, say nae mair, dear Nell, but Liss and gree! || ; 
And now, good sergeant. you and L are fre. T 
 SERJEANT. _ „ 

No faith! old split · birss, you must go with me: 
Long have I wish'd to catch you on the hip; N 
And now I'll see you damn'd before ye slip. U 

| SAMFPSO NW. 222 
Good lord! what madness !—ay, it's just the case 0 
I've bit my nose aff just to vex my face e 


I wisely laid this plot to humble Nell z 
But run my head into the git n mysel ?“?“ 3 


| : | * - 
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4 LAT f C, > . * ; 
* 1 7 *. 1 . NELL.. «© e#% / A, * {% * x „ - 
# 1 + * & IF 


I hee five sbillings, tied up in a cout, ö ee $442 12 6 
And four-pence half- penny, or thereabout, F 
7 hae a siller broach, just like a heart, TO 


l gat frae Andrew Hogg that drave the cart, wes 
ea ring tis either goud or brass : 
IA thimble, hussy, anda ecking-g lass, 
I And three scotch boddles, I hae keepet. es 
'" Yes get them 2 if ye'll, but let him gang. Y 
. 4344 SAMSON. | F339 
Dear cerjeant, tak her, crown, and tak her. wing,” 71 1 1 
Tak a' she has, before I serve the king; n 
Tak a' that's hers, dear sir, and then tak mine 
First, tak my auld black coat that's super fine, ; 
And tak my waistcoat and my three->quare mY 50 
That at the last St Crispain's day L993 £45 r 
| Tak breeks and apron, 2* that I can spare: 
I Tak strap, last, awl; —and ye can take Wenne. Yu 
2% £mer' POLLY. E or —9 5 Th 
Can this be true, this woeful;news I hear Ft 
My father listed? —gentlemen, forbear ;;- 1 + 54 
I Forgive a poor old man, Who in a naw Ne 
Has done a thing against his inclinalon. 
5 . SERJEANT. Wa win el 
Ves, my dear maid, if auy thing conld lead, (or 308 
' | Your tears should set your father free indeed; 
5 But J have made an oath, and that I'll keep, 


To swear him and attest him ere 1 sleep. 


b Take him along 

It "SAMPSON. 

Nay, now! *kind gentlemen, I pray be du " 4 
Upon my aul, 1 never meant you evi! re - 
2 DRUM E RBS. | 0 0 3 
* Old boy, you say you ney ver meant us in 4 
No you mean wel to thase 125 IG * bn 


4 " : 1 = uh 5 T! * pt 
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A ack past remember this, old dad, 
The Serjeant, here, your daughter would have wed; 


But you got drunk and made £0' damnd a fuss, 


And with a rusty sword and blunderbuss, 
Swore wounds and death! that if he married N 
You'd make him in his blood repent his folly ! n 
SAMPSON, | 
Yes, I remember*t, and to shew you now - N 
That, that fools trick as Weel as this I rue; 
Tak back yer goud, and — 2 ariſe, 
Tak ye my daughter.—and PW r wife. 
2 N 'SERJEANT. 77 | 
To $hew you, sir, that Pi a man of feeling, 
III take the ransome— fair one, if you're willing: 
Prouder of this recrum I tell you true, 
Than of a regiment such old fools as . 
PFPolLL TI. l 
To save my father, witness all that's here, 26'15% 44 
1 give my hand, a hearty volunteer. 3 
SAM PSO WWW.. „ 
{ 


— 


By our example, let ilk married pair | 

Of quarrels and doinestic triferbeware'; N 
And, should a brawl ensue, ne er gae about 
Like us twa fools to let the secret out: 


But when ye're tir*'d o fyting, trust ye me, (Ni * 


The best thing ye can Yo," 8 to kiss and gree? "at 


r I NAL k. 


SAMPSON. 
N ow, Nell, since we're ance mair agreed, 
I'll to my mending soals wi' speed; 
Mind you yer wheel —and as for you, 
You've got the lad with the row, dow, dow ! 


DRUMMER. | 


Old boy, be wise and mind your trade, 
And, Nell, let that curs'd tongue be laid, 


Su 
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Lest ye provoke him, when he's fou”, SERA, Bs 


d; To follow: the has with the row, * dow ! * 


: 
| -POLLY, , -, 
Then, IE mam, and farewel dad! — = - 
7, I'll march along with my soldier lad? 
47 Love gives the word, and our hearts beat true © 5-4 
With mutual j joy, a row, dow, d! on 
© SERJEANT: | =o 
In peace, or war, whate er betide, . VG: 0 
With such a sweet and charmin ng bride. „„ 
I'm bless'd for life—and chear'd by ou, 4 
/ I' boldly, march to the row, dow, pad 3. 3 
N V2 25 . A 
8 — N Y S. r ol 
1 1 s ONO 1. Gn ono 
© © I Sung by Mr Tonxxsurr, as Maclymore, in the nere. 
Tune, Wog's my heart that we bond ane „ | 
of 13 
{ WHEN war's alarms had resch'd our land, | 
f And loudly roat'd the Gallic thunder ; mY 9 «7 
When under George's high command, rl 4 
1 My heart for glory burn'd like — „% r n 
! I beld my lassie by the hand.. 185 
b * Her gushing tears were like to blind her ; 1 
a And as we parted on the strand, : 
| She cry'd,. © My dearest, must we under. * 


e When distant, and amid the fo, x n 


Far from our native hills you Wander, e 


With thee my constant heart shall go, 
By day and night although we sunder : .. | 

Till Peace her ollve eusign shew,” oo 
And hush to sleep Britahma's thunder, ; n 

For thee my tears shall ever floẽ-W-, . 
And heaye iny bozom Long 8 we under.” I 


